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clearly remember of all the things pointed out to me
was the big, oblong-shaped bell which for the last
two hundred years and more has been going on
announcing the time each hour of the day and night
to the sleepy folks of old Nikko. When first I heard
its strange, weird tone in a half-wakeful state at
midnight, I felt as if our old earth had momentarily
gaped and given utterance to the low, mysterious
voice that lay muffled for ages deep down the dark
recesses of its throat.   With that same mysterious
voice still rumbling in my ear I woke up early in the
morning of the third day and left Nikko for Kama-
kura. For the first five miles I trundled down in my
rickshaw through long vistas of pillared shade of the
famous Cryptomeria Avenue of Nikko and then took
train back for Tokyo and Yokohama, and having
finally  passed through  very  pretty hill-country
arrived at my destination for that night. Kamakura
is a much-frequented sea-side place, but its interest
for the tourist lies principally in its Dkbutsu, the
far-famed colossal statue of Buddha,    t drove to
Diabutsu the following morning. The way to it lies
through a pretty garden, but the statue, though
enormous, looked disappointingly small beside the
colossal height it is given in the pictures.    The.
Master is seen seated in his usual attitude, rapt in
meditation, with his hands folded, his lips com-
pressed, and his eyes almost closed as if in a trance.
In its balanced disposal of limbs, its decorative
distribution of drapery, and in its subtle rhythm of
line in folds, lips, and eyelids, it is a singularly
representative specimen of Oriental sculpture, and